225
came again to the edge beside the meadow, they sat
down there in the tall hemlock. The sun was still
shining on the tree-tops. For a while no word was
spoken, but Wijntje knew that he was thinking
about what she had said again about the money;
he sat with his head bowed. Suddenly she looked
at him in amazement, because he asked her some-
thing she could not take in. e What are you saying ?'
she asked. He repeated it: Did she think that her
mistress's bracelet was very valuable ? 6 If we had
that,* he said, e then we should be all right.3 She
stared at him, she saw how white his face was in
the fading light. She turned her head away and let
it droop on her shoulder, tears came into her eyes,
and then she sobbed aloud in pain. He stood up.
He heard what she said between her sobs : c O God,
save him, save him.' He walked away very quickly*
c Floris !9 she cried into the darkness of the lane;
all she heard was his rapid footsteps. Then she fell
forward, with her face in the grass.